





od 


WALDIE’S SELECT CIRCULATING LIBRARY. 


FURNISHING THE BEST POPULAR LITERATURE—MEMOIRS, BIOGRAPHY, NOVELS, TALES, TRAVELS, VOYAGES, &c. 





PRICE FIVE DOLLARS FOR FIFTY-TWO NUMBERS. 





PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY ADAM WALDIE, NO. 46, CARPENTER STREET, BELOW SEVENTH, PHILADELPHIA. 
(<r, Office under the APPRENTICES’ LIBRARY, rear of the Arcade. 


The PFournal of Belles Acttres. 


RECOLLECTIONS OF AN EXCURSION 
To THE 


HMonasterles of Alcobaca and Batalba. 


BY THE AUTHOR OF “ VATHEK.” 
(Continued.) 


One of the sacristans or treasurers who happened to 
have a spice of antiquarianism, guessing the bent of my 
wishes, produced, from a press or ambery elaborately 
carved, the identical candlesticks of rock-crystal, and a 
cross of the same material, studded with the most deli- 
cately-tinted sapphires, which were taken by the victo- 
rious John the First from the King of Castile’s portable 
chapel, after the hard-fought conflict of Aljubarota; and 
several golden reliquaries, as minutely chased and sculp- 
tured as any I ever saw at St. Denis, though wrought by 
St. Eloy’s holy hands: one in am the model of a 
cathedral in the style of the Sainte Chapelle at Paris, 
struck me as being admirable. Ten times at least did I 
examine and almost worship this high] pooreagne precious 





specimen of early art, and as many times did my excel- 
lent friend the Prior of St. Vincent’s, who had come in 
search of me, express a wish that I should not absolutely | 
wear out my eyes of his patience. : 

“It is growing insufferably warm,” said he ; “and the 
hour of siesta is arrived ; and I cannot help thinking that 
perhaps it would not be unpleasant for you to retire to 
your shady chamber: for my part, I can hardly keep my | 
eyes open any longer. But I see this proposal does not| 
suit you—you English are strangely given to locomotion, | 
and Pina full well that of all English you are not the | 
least nimble. Here,” continued he, calling a young monk, | 
who was sitting by, in a nook of the sacristy, peeling | 
walnuts, “suspend that important occupation, and be 

to accompany this fidalgo to any part of your do- | 
main he likes to ramble to.” ; | 

“ Right willingly,” answered this sprout of holiness : 
“ whither shall we go?” 

“Through the village, into the open country, if you, 
have no objection,” answered I; “to any point, in short, | 
where I may enjoy rural scenery, trees, and rocks, and! 
running waters.” } 

“Trees, and rocks, and running waters!” re-echoed 
the monk with a vacant stare. “ Had you not better visit 
our rabbit-warren—the finest in this world? Though, 
to be sure, the rabbits, poor things! are all asleep at this} 
time of day, and it would be cruel to disturb even them.” 

This was a broad hint, but I would not take it. The 
monk, finding I was bent on he could not imagine what 
pursuit, and that there was no diverting me from it, tuck- 
ed up his upper garments, shadowed his sleek round face 
with an enormous straw hat,.offered me another of equal 
size, quite new and glossy, and, with staves in our hands, 
we set forth like the disciples journeying to- Emmaus in 
sume of Poelemburg’s smooth landscapes. 

We passed through quadrangles after quadrangles, and 
courts after courts, till, opening a sly door in an obscure 
corner, which had proved a convenient sally-port, no 
doubt, for many an agreeable excursion, we found our- 
selves in a winding alley, bordered by sheds and cottages, 
with irregular steps leading up to rustic porches, and 
many a vine-bower, and many a trellised walk. No hu- 
man being was to be heard or seen; no poultry were 
parading about; and, except a beautiful white macaw 
perched on a broken wall, and nestling his bill under his 
feathers, not a single member of the feathered creation 
was visible. There was a holy calm in this mid-day 
silence—a sacredness, as if all nature had been fearful to 
disturb the slumbers of universal Pan. 

I kept, however, straggling on—impiously, it would 
have been thought in Pagan times—between long stretches 





of garden-walls overhung by fig-trees, the air so profeund- 
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ly tranquil that I actually heard a fruit drop from a bough. 
Sengatienes I was enticed down a mysterious lane by the 

ros of a crag and a Moorish castle, which offered 
itself to view at its termination, and sometimes under 
ruined arches, which crossed my path in the most pic- 
turesqne manner. SoI still continued my devious course 
with a pertinacity that annoyed my lazy conductor—past 
utterance, it seems, for during our whole excursion we 
scarcely exchanged a syllable. 

At length he could bear with my romanceishness no 
longer ; an irresistible somnolency came over him ; and, 
stretching himself out on the bare ground, in the deep 
shadow of some tall cypress, he gave way to repose most 
delectably. I was now abandoned entirely to myself, 
unsubdued by the quiet of the place, and as active as ever. 
Some tokens of animation, however, in other beings be- 
sides myself would not have been displeasing—the dead 
silence which prevailed began to oppress me. 

At length a faint musical murmur stole upon my ear: 
I advanced towards the spot whence it seemed to come— 
a retired garden-house at the end of a pleasant avenue, 
which, to add to its pleasantness, had been lately watered. 
Drawing nearer and nearer, my heart beating quickly all 
the while, I distinguished the thrilling cadences of a de- 
lightful Brasileira (sinha che vem da Bahia,)—well-known 
sounds. I looked up to a latticed window just thrown 
open by a lovely arm—a well-known arm :—“ Gracious 
heavens! Donna Francisca, is it you? What brought 
you here? What inspired you to exchange Queluz and 
the Ajuda for this obscure retirement ?” 

“ Ascend these steps, and I will tell you: but your stay 
must not exceed ten iinutes—not a second more.” 

“Brief, indeed,” answered I: “I see there is no time 
to lose.” 

Up I sprung—and who should receive me? Not the 
fascinating songstress—not the lady of the lovely arm, 
but her sedate, gh very indulgent mother. 

“I know whom you are looking for,” said the matron; 
“but it is in vain. You have heard, but are not to see 
Francisca, who is no longer the giddy girl you used to 
dance with; her heart is turned,—nay, do not look so 
wild,—turned, I tell you, but turned to God. A most 
holy man, a saint, the very mirror of piety for his years— 
he is not yet forty, only think !—operated this blessed 
change. You know how light-hearted, and almost indis- 
creetly so, my poor dear heart’s comfort was. You recol- 
lect hearing, and you were terribly angry, I remember, 
that the English Padre told the Inviada it was shameful 
how very rapturously my poor dear girl rattled her casta- 
nets, and threw back her head, and put forward every 
other part of her dear little person, at the Factory ball— 
shame on uM, scandalous old crabbed heretic! Well, it 
so happened that my lord high almoner came to court 
upon state affairs, accompanied by the precious man I 
have been talking of,—the most exemplary monk in that 
noble convent, and its right hand. One day at Queluz he 
saw my daughter Nees as you know she did; 
he heard her sing,—you know how she warbles—she still 
warbles; we said, (and he has such an eye,) that under 
the veil of all this levity were lurking the seeds of grace. 
‘I will develope them,’ exclaimed this saint upon earth, 
in a transport of holy fervour. So he set about it; and a 
miraculous metamorphosis did he perform: my gay, my 
dissipated child, became an example of serious piety ; no 
flirting, no racketing, nothing but pious discourse with 
this best of discoursers. Two months passed away in this 
exemplary manner. When the time came for my lord 
high almoner to return, our holy friend was in duty bound 
to accompany him. What was to be done? Francisca 
had forgotten every thing and every body else in this sin- 
ful world; she existed but for this devout personage ; she 
lived but in his holy smiles when he approved her con- 
duct, and almost died under his reproof when any tran- 
sient little fault of hers occasioned his enjoining her 
severe penances: and I shudder to think how severe they 
sometimes were ; for, would you believe it? he has made 
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her submit to flagellation ; and, more than once, to goad- 
ings with sharp points. In due course, the hour of de 
omy arrived. ‘We must all dic,’ said Francisca; ‘my 

our is come.’ She looked all she said: she pined and 
languished, and, I am convinced, would have kept her 
word, if I had not said, ‘ Dearest child, there is but one 
remedy : it is the will of God we should go to Alcobaga ; 
and to Aleobaca we will go, let all your uncles, cousins, 
and adorers say what they choose to the contrary.’ So we 
took this house and this garden—a nice little garden— 
only look at these pretty yellow carnations !—and we are 
very happy in our little way, entirely given up to devotion, 
under the guidance of our incomparable spiritual director, 
who allows us to want for nothing, even in this world. 
See what fruit! what fine sweetmeats! what a relishing 
Melgaco ham! look at these baskets !” 

She was just lifting up the rich damask covers thrown 
over them, when a most vigorous “ Hem! hem!! hem!!!” 
in the rustic street snapped short the thread of her elo- 
quence, by cailing her to the balcony with the utmost pre- 
cipitation“ Jesu Maria José !—he comes! he comes !” 
Had she seen a ghost,instead of a very substantial friar, 
she could not have started with greater abruptness: her 
scared looks showed me the door so intelligibly that I was 
off in a twinkling; it would have been most indiscreet— 
we 4 sacrilegious, to remain a moment longer. 

t was now half past one, and the world of Alcobaca 
was alive again—the peasant had resumed her distaff, the 
monk his breviary, the ox his labour, and the sound of the 
nora, or water-wheel, was heard in the land, The impor- 
tant hour of dinner at the convent I knew was approach- 
ing : I wished to scale the crag above the village, and visit 
the Moorish castle, which looked most invitingly pic- 
turesque, with its varied outline of wall and tower; but 
I saw a possé of monks and novices advancing from the 
convent, bowing and beckoning me to return. 

So I returned,—and "twas well I did, as it turned out. 
Fourteen or fifteen sleek well-fed mules, laden with pan- 
niers of neat wicker-work, partially covered with scarlet 
cloth, were standing about the grand platform before the 
convent; and the reverend father, one of the prime digni- 
taries of the chapter, who was waiting at the entrance of 
the apartment assigned to me, pointing to them, put me 
in mind that last night I had expressed a vehement wish 
to visit Batalha; adding most graciously, that the wishes 
of a person so strongly recommended to them as I had 
been by the good and great Marquis of Ponte de Lima 
were laws. 

“ This very night, if it so please you,” said his reve- 
rence, “ we sleep at Batalha. The convent is poor and 
destitute, unworthy—nay, incapable of accommodatin 
such guests as my lords the grand priors, and yourself; 
bub I hope we have provided against the chill of a mea- 
gre reception. These mules will carry with them what 
ever may be required for your comfort. ‘To-morrow, I 
hope, you will return to us ; and the following day, should 
you inflict upon us the misfortune of losing your delight- 
ful society, myself and two of my comrades will have the 
honour of accompanying you as far back as one of our 
farms called Pedraneira, on your return to Lisbon.” 

There was nothing on my part to object to in this er- 
rangement; I fancied too I could discern in it a lurking 
wish to be quit of our most delightful society, and the 
turmoil and half partial restraint it occasioned. Putting 
on the sweetest smiles of grateful acquiescence, to hear 
was to obey; every thing relating to movements being 
confirmed by the torzetto of grand priors during our re- 
past—copious and splendid as usual. 

The carriages drew up very soon afler it was ended; 
my riding horses were brought out, all our respective 
attendants mustered, and, preceded by a long string of 
sumpter-mules and baggage-carts, with all their bells in 
full jingle and all their drivers in full cry, off we set in 
most formidable array, taking the route of Aljubarota. 

Our road, not half so rough as I petals led us up 
most picturesquely-shaped steep acclivities, shaded by 
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chestnuts, with here und there a branching pine, for 
abvat a league. We then found ourselves on a sort of 
tableland; and, a mile or two farther, in the midst of a 
straggling village. There was no temptation to leave 
the snug corner of our comfortable chaises; so we con- 
tented ourselves with surveying at our perfect ease the 
prospect of the famous plain, which formed the termina- 
tion of a long perspective of antiquated houses. 

Here, on this very plain, was fought, in 1385, the fierce 
battle which placed the diadem of Portugal on the brow 
of the glorious and intrepid bastard. It was down that 
ravine the Castilian cavalry poured along in utter confu- 
zion, so hotly pursued that three thousand were slain. 
On yonder mound stood the King of Castile’s tent and 
temporary chapel, which he abandoned, with all its rich 
and jeweled furniture, to the conquerors, and scampered 
off in such alarm that he scarcely knew whether he had 
preserved his head on his shoulders, till safe within the 
walls of Santarem, where he tore his hair and plucked off 
his beard by handfuls, and raved and ranted like a ma- 
niac. The details of this frantic pluckage are to be found 
in a letter from the Constable Nuno Alvarez Pereira to 
the Abbot of Alcobaga. 

I tried to inspire my right reverend fellow-travellers 
with patriotic enthusiasm, and to ngage them to cast a 
retrospective glance upon the days of Lusitanian glory. 
Times present, and a few flasks of most exquisite wine, 
the produce of a neighbouring vineyard, engrossed their 
whole attention. “ Muito bom—primoroso—excellente,” 
—_ the only words that escaped their most grateful 

pe. 

The Juiz de Fora of the village, a dabbler in history— 
for he told us he bad read the Chronicles, and who stood 
courteously and obsequiously on the step of our carriage. 
door, handing us the precious beverage—made some 
‘attempts to edge in a word about the battle, and particu. 
larly about a certain valiant English knight, whose name 
he did not even pretend to remember, but who might 
have been a relation of mine for aught he knew to the 
contrary. Well, this valiant knight, who had vanquished 
all the chivalry of France and England, had the honour 
of being vanquished in his turn by the flower of warriors, 
the renowned Magrigo: a great honour*too, for Magrigo 
had excellent taste in the choice of his antagonists, and 
would only fight with the bravest of the brave. © “ Even 
80,” pate i the worthy magistrate bowing to the earth, 
“as our great Camoéns testifies.” No answer to all this 
flourish except, “* Ten thousand thanks for your excellent 
wine: drive on.” And drive on we did with redoubled 
briskness. 

The highest exhilaration prevailed throughout our 
whole caravan. All my English servants were in rap- 
tures, ready to turn catholics. My famous French cook, 
in the glow of the moment, unpatriotically declared Clos 
de Vougeot, puddle compared to Aljubarota—divine, per- 
fumed, ethereal Aljubarota! Dr. Ehrbart protested no 
country under the sun equalled Portugal for curiosities 
in mineralogy, theology, and wineology—which ology he 
was now convinced was the best of them all. Franchi 
mounted one of my swiftest coursers——he had never ven- 
tured to mount before—and galloped away like the King 
of Castile on his flight to Santarem. The grand prior and 
all his ecclesiastical cortége fell fast asleep; and it would 
have been most irreverend not to have followed so re- 
spectable an example. I can therefore describe nothing 
of the remainder of our route. 

The sun had sunk and the moon risen, when a tre- 
mendous jolt and a loud screain awakened the whole 
party. Poor Franchi lay sprawling upon the grog’; 
whilst my Arabian, his glossy sides streaming with . 
was darting along like one of the steeds in the Apoca- 
lypse ; happily his cast-off rider escaped with a slight con- 
tusion. 

My eyes being fairly open, I beheld a quiet solitary 
vale, bordered by shrubby hills; a few huts, and buta 
few, peeping out of dense masses of foliage; and high 
above their almost level surface, the great church, with 
its rich cluster of abbatial buildings, buttresses, and pin- 
nacles, and fretted spires, towering in all their pride, and 
marking the ground with deep shadows tliat appeared in- 
terminable, so far and so wide were they stretched along. 
Lights glimmered here and there in various parts of the 
edifice ; but a strong glare of torches pointed out its prin- 
cipal entrance, where stood the whole community wait- 
ing to receive us. 

Whilst our sumpter-mules were unlading, and ham, 
and pies, and sausages were rolling out of plethoric ham- 
pers, I thought these poor monks looked on rather envi- 
ously. My more fortunate companions—no wretched 
cadets of the mortification family, but the true elder sons 
of fat mother church—could hardly conceal their sneers 
of conscious superiority. A contrast so strongly marked 
amused me not a litle. 


The space before the entrance being narrow, there was} 
some difficulty in threading our way through a labyrinth 
of panniers, and coffers, and baggage—and mules, as ob- 
stinate as their drunken drivers, which is saying « great 
deal—and ail our grooms, lackeys, and attendants, half 
asleep, half muddled. 

The Batalha prior and his assistants looked quite 
astounded when they saw a gauze-curtained bed, and the 
grand prior’s fringed pillow, and the Prior of St. Vincent's 
superb coverlid, and basins, and ewers, and other utensils 
of glittering silver, being carried in. Poor souls! they 
hardly knew what to do, to say, or to be at—one running 
to the right, another to the left—one tucking up his flow- 
ing garments to run faster, and another rebuking him 
for such a deviation from monastic decorum. 


some fine painted wax tapers, which were just unpacked, 
lighted, we were ushered into a large plain:chamber, and 
the heads of the order presented by the humble Prior of 
Batalha to their superior mightinesses of San Vicente 
aud Aviz. Then followed a good deal of gosssiping chat, 
endless compliments, still longer litanies, and an enormous 
supper. 

One of the monks who partook of it, tho almost 
bent double with age, played his part in excellent style. 
Animated by ample potations of the very best Aljubarota 
that ever grew, and which we had taken the provident 
care to bring with us, he exclaimed lustily, + Well, this 
is as it should be—rare doings! such as have not been 
witnessed at Batalha since a certain progress that great 
king, John the Fith, made hither more than half a cen- 
tury ago. I remember every circumstance attending it 
as clearly as though it had only taken place last week. 
But only think of the atrocious impudence of the gout! 
His blessed majesty had hardly set down to a banquet ten 
times finer than this, before that accursed malady, pu- 
tronised by all the devils in hell, thrust its fangs into his 
toe. I was at that period in the commencement of my 
'noviciate, a handsome-lad enough, and had the much- 
envied honour of laying a eloth of gold eushion. under 
the august feet of our glorious sovereign. No sooner had 
the extremities of his royal person come in contact with 
the stiff embroidery, than he roared out as a mere mortal 
would have done, and looked as black as a thunder-storm; 
but soon recovering his most happy benign temper, gave 
me a rouleau of fine bright, golden coin, and a tap on the 
head—ay, on this once comely, now poor old shrivelled 
head. hb, he was a gracious, open hearted, glorious 
monarch—the very king of diamonds and lord of h®arts! 
Oh, he is in beaven, in heaven above! as sure—ay, as 
sure as I drink your health, most esteemed stranger.” 


track with a flow of liquid sorrows. 

As soon as an act of oblivion had been passed over this 
little sentimental mishap by effacing every trace of it, we 
all rose up and retired to rest: but little rest, however, 
was in store for me; the heat of a mid-day ramble, and 
perhaps some baneful effect from our moon-lit journey, the 
rays of our cold satellite having fallen whilst 1 was asleep 
too directly on my head, had disordered me; I felt dis- 
turbed and feverish, a strange jumble of ideas and recol- 
lections fermented my brain—springing in part from the 
indignant feelings which Donna Francisca’s fervour for 
her monk, and coldness for me, had inspired. I had no 
wish to sleep, and yet my pleasant retired chamber, with 
clean white walls, chequered with the reflection of wav- 
ing boughs, and the sound of a rivulet softened by dis- 
tance, invited it soothingly. Seating myself in the deep 
recesses of a capacious window which was wide open, I 
suffered the balsamic air and serene moonlight to quiet 
my agitated spirits. One lonely nightingale had taken 
possession of a bay-tree just beneath me, and was pouring 
forth its ecstatic notes at distant intervals. 

In one of those long pauses, when silence itself, én- 
hanced by contrast, d to | still d , a far 
different sound than the last I had been listening to 
caught my ear—the sound of a loud bat melancholy 
voice echoing through the arched avenues of a vast gar- 
den, pronouncing distinctly these appalling words— 
“Judgment ! judgment!» tremble at the anger of an 
offended God! Wo to Portugal! wo! wo!” 

My hair stood on end—I felt as if a spirit were about 
to pass before me; but instead of some fearful shape— 
some horrid shadow, such as appeared in vision to Eli- 
phaz, there issued forth from a dark thicket, a tall, ma, 
jestic, deadly-pale old man : he neither looked about nor 
above him; he moved slowly on, his eye fixed as stone, 
sighing profoundly; and, at the distance of some fiity 
paces from the spot where I was stationed, renewed his 








At length, order being somewhat re-established, and }the 


sounded ‘through the still atmosphere, repeated by the 
echoes of vaults and arches; and the sounds died away, 
and the spectre-like form that seemed to emit them re- 
tired, I know not how nor whither. Shall I confess that 
my blood ran cold--that all idle, ali wanton thoughts left 
my bosom, and that I passed an hour or two at my win. 
dow fixed and immoveable? 

Just as day dawned I crept to bed and fell into a pro. 
found sleep, uninterrupted, I thank heaven, by dreams. 


SEVENTH DAY. 
9th June. 

A delightful morning sun was shining in all its splen- 
dour, when 1 awoke, and ran to the balcony to look at 
garden ‘and wild -hills, and to ask - f-ten-times 
over, whether the form I had seen, and the voice I bad 
heard, were real or imaginary. I had scarcely dressed, 
and was preparing to sally forth, when a distinct tap at 
my door, gentle but imperative, startled me. 

The door opened, and the Prior of Batalha stood before 
me. “ You were disturbed, I fear,” said he, “in the 
dead of the night, by a wailtul voice, loudly proclaimin 
severe impending judgments. I heard it also, and 
shuddered, as I always do when I hear it. Do not, how- 
ever, imagine that it proceeds from another world. The 
being who uttered these dire sounds is still upon the 
earth, a member of our convent—an exemplary, a most 
holy man—a scion of one of our greatest’ families, and a 
near relative of the Duke of Aveiro, of whose dreadful, 
agonising fate you must have heard. He was then in 
the pride of youth and comeliness, gay as sunshine, vola- 
tile as tp now appear to be. He Shad accompanied the 
devoted duke to a sumptuous ball given by your nation 
to our high nobility:—at the very moment when splen- 
dour, triumph, and merriment were at their highest -piteh, 
the execationers of Pombal’s decrees, soldiers and ruf- 
fians, pounced down upon their prey; he too was of the 
number arrested—he too was thrown into a cold 
dungeon : his life was spared ; and, in the course of years 
and events, the slender, lovely youth, now become a 
eon eare-worn man, emerged to sorrow and lone- 
iness. 

“The blood of his dearest relatives seemed sprinkled 
upon every = that met his eyes; he never passed Be- 
lem without fancying he beheld, as in a sort of frightfal 
dream, the scaffold, the wheels on which those he best 
loved had expired in torture. The eurrent of his young, 
hot blood was frozen ; he felt benumbed and paralysed ; 
the world, the court,-had no charms for him; there was 





So saying, he drained a huge silver goblet to the last! 
drop, and falling back in his chair, was carried out, chair | interest on this’side the grave, he gave up his entire soul 
and all, weeping, puling, and worse than drivelling, with | 
such maudlin tenderness that he actually marked his' 


for him no longer warmth in the sun, or smiles on the 
human countenance: a stranger to love or fear, or any 


to prayer; and, to follow that ‘sacred oceupation with 
greater intenseness, renounced every prospect of worldly 
comfort or greatness, and embraced our order. 

“ Full eight and twenty years has he remained within 
these walls, so deeply impressed with*the conviction of 
the Duke of Aveiro’s innocence, the atrocious falsehood 
of that pretended conspiracy, and the consequent unjust 
tyrannical expulsion of the order of St. Ignatius, that he 
believes—and the belief of so pure and-so devout a man 
is always venerable—that the horrors now perpetrating 
in France are the direct conséqtence of that event, and 
certain of being brought home to Portugal; which king- 
dor he deelares is foredoomed to desolation, and its royal 
house to punishments worse than death. 

“ He seldom speaks ; he loathes conversation, he spurns 
news of any kind, he shrinks from strangers; he is con- 
stant at his duty in the choir—most severe in his fasts, 
vigils, and devout observances; he pays me canonical 
obedience—nothing mores he is a living grave, a walk- 
ing sepulehre. I dread to see or hear him; for every 
time he crosses my path, beyond the immediate pre- 
cincts of our basilica, he makes a dead pause, and repeats 
the same terrible words you heard last night, with an as- 
tounding earnestness, as if commissioned by God him- 
self to deliver them. And, do you know, my lord 
stranger, there are moments of my existence, when I 
firmly believe he speaks the words of a prophetic trath? 
and who, indeed, can refleet upon the unheard-of crimes 
committing in France—the massacres, the desccrations, 
the frantic blasphemies, and not believe them? Yes, the 
arm of an avenging God is stretched out—and the weight 
of impending judgment is most terrible. 

“But what am I saying?—why should I fill your 
youthful bosom with such apprehensions? 1 came here 


to pray your forgiveness for last night’s annoyance; 
which would not have taken place, had not the bustle of 
our preparations to-receive your illustrious and revered 
companions, the lord priors, in the best manner our 
humble means afford, impeded euch precautions as 





doleful cry, his fatal proclamation:—* Wo! wo!” re- 





might have induced our reverend brother to forego, for 
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once, his dreary ‘necturnal walk. I have tried by per- 
suasion to prevent it several tiines before. To have abso- 
lutely forbidden it, would have:been HAT Ph wT 
he gasps so piteously for air: besides, it might have been 
impious to do so. I have taken opinions in chapter upon 
this matter, which unanimously strengthen my convic- 
tion that the spirit of the Most High moves within him; 
nor dare we impede his utterance. 

I listened with profound seriousness to this remarkable 
communication;—the prior read in my countenance that 
I did so, and was well pleased. Leading the way, he 


~ conducted me to a large shady apartment, in which the 


ae of a a fountain was distinctly heard. 
n the centre of this lofty and curiously-groined vaulted 
hall, resting on a smooth Indian mat, an ample table was 
spread out with viands and fruits, and liquors cooled in 
snow. The two prelates, with the monks deputed from 
Alcobaga to attend them, were sitting round it. ‘They 
received me with looks that bespoke the utmost kind- 
ness, and at the same time suppressed curiosity; but not 
a word was breathed of the occurrence of last night— 
with which, however, I have not the smallest doubt they 
were perfectly well acquainted. 

I cannot say our repast was lively or convivial; a mys- 
terious gloom seemed brooding over us, and to penetrate 
the very atinosphere—and yet that atmosphere was all 
loveliness. A sky of intense azure, tempered by fleecy 
clouds, discovered itself between the tracery of innumer. 
able arches; the summer airs (awre estive) fanned-us as we 
sat; the fountain bubbled on; the perfume of orange and 
citron fiowers was wafted to us from an orchard not far 
off: but, in spite of all these soft appliances, we remained 
silent and abstracted. 


still dwelling, no doubt, on that prophetic voice which 
never failed to impress its hearers with a scnsation of 
mysterious dread. 

It was-in this tone of mind, so well calculated to 
nourish solemn and melancholy impressions, that we 
visited the mausoleum where lie extended on their cold 
sepulchres the efligies of John the First, and the generous- 
hearted, noble-minded Philippa; linked hand in hand in 
death as fondly as they were in life. This tomb is placed 
in the centre of the chapel. 

Under a row of arches on the right, fretted, and pinna- 
cled, and crocketed in the best style of Gothic at its best 
period, lie, sleeping the last sleep, their justly renowned 
progeny, the regent Pedro, Duke of Coimbra, whose wise 
administration of government, ry my Be minority of his 
nephew and son-in-law Alfonzo the Fifth, rendered Por- 
tugal so rous, and whose death, by the vilest trea- 
chery, on the field of Alfarubeira, was the fatal conse- 

uence of bitter feud and civil jealousies; the Infante, 
Don John, a man of pure and blameless life; Fernando, 
whose acted captivity in Africa was a long agony, 
endured with the resigned and pious fortitude of a Chris- 
tian martyr ; and Henry, to whom his eountry is beholden 
for those triumphant maritime discoveries, the result of 
his scientific researches unwearyingly pursued in calm 
and studious retirement. 

All these princes, in whom the high bearing of their 
intrepid father, and the exemplary virtues and stron 
sense of their mother, the granddaughter of our Edwa 
the Third, were united, repose, after their toils and suf- 
fering, in this secluded chapel, which looks indeed a 
place of rest and holy quietude; the light, equably dif- 
fused, forms as it were a tranquil atmosphere, such as 


A sacristan, who came to announce that high mass might be imagined worthy to surround the predestined 
to 


was on the point of celebration, interrupted our reveries. 


We all rose up—a solemn grace was said, and the Prior 


appiness in a future world. 
I withdrew from the contemplation of these tombs with 


of Batalha taking me most ey by the hand, the} reluctance ; every object in the chapel which contains 


prelates and their attendants followed. We advanced in 


them being so pure in taste, so harmonious in colour ; 


procession through courts, and cloisters, and porches, all| every armorial device, every mottoed lambel, so tersel 

constructed with admirable skill, of a beautiful gray stone, | and correctly sculptured, associated also so closely with 
approaching in fineness of texture and apparent dura-| historical and English recollections—the garter, the 
bility to marble. Young boys of dusky complexions, in| leopards, the fleur-de-lis, “ from haughty Gallia torn ;” 


long white tunics and with shaven heads, were busily 
employed dispelling every particle of dust. A stork and 
a flamingo seemed to keep most amicable company with 
thom, following them wherever they went, and reminded 
me strongly of Egypt and the rites of Isis. 

We passed the refectory, a plain solid building, with a 


the Plantagenet cast of the whole chamber conveyed 
home to my bosom a feeling so interesting, so congenial, 
that I could hardly persuade myself to move away, 
though my reverend conducters began to show evident 
signs of impatience. ' 

The Prior of St. Vincent's observed to me, that as my 


pierced parapet of the purest Gothic design and most pre-/lord high almoner expected us back to dinner, and had 


cise execution, and traversing a garden-court divided into} set his heart upon 


an omelette a la provencgale, which he 


compartments, where grew the orange trees whose fra-| eagerly desired might be tossed up by my divine (as he 
grance we had enjoyed, shading the fountain by whose} was pleased to call him) French cook, we had no time to 
murmurs we had been lulled, passed through a sculp-} lose. We were, therefore, hurried unmercifully through 
tured gateway into an irregular open space before the) the royal cloisters, A pega square of nearly two hun- 


grand western facade of the great church—grand indeed | dred feet, surroun 


by most beautifully proportioned 


—the portal full fifly feet in height, surmounted by a} arches filled up with a tracery as quaint as any of the 


window of perforated marble of ors the same lofty 
dimensions, deep as a cavern, and enriche' 


ornaments of Roslin chapel, but infinitely more elegant : 


d with canopies} it is impossible to praise too warmly their tasteful and 


and imagery in a style that would have done honour to| delicate ramifications. 


William of Wykeham, some of whose disciples or co- 


I could not fail observing the admirable order in which 


disciples in the train of the founder's consort, Philippa of| every—the minutest nook and corner of this truly regal 


Lancaster, had probably designed it. 

As soon as we drew uear, the valves of a huge oaken 
door were thrown open, and we entered the nave, which 
reminded me of Winchester in form of arches and mould- 
ings, and of Amiens in loftiness. There is a greater plain- 
ness in the walls, less paneling, and fewer intersections 
in the vaulted roof; but the utmost richness of hue, at 
this time of day at least, was not wanting. No tapestry, 
however rich—no painting, however vivid, could equal 
the gorgeousness of tint, the splendour of the golden and 


monastery is preserved: not a weed in any crevice, not 
a lichen on any stone, not a stain on the warm-coloured 
apparently marble wails, not a floating cress on the un- 
sullied waters of the numerous fountains. ‘The ventila- 
tion of all these spaces was most admirable; it was a 
luxury to breathe the temperate delicious air, blowing 
over the fresh herbs and flowers, which filled thgcom- 
partments of a parterre in the centre of the cloister, from 
which you ascend by a few expansive steps to the chap- 
ter-house, a square of seventy feet, and the most strikingly 


ruby light which streamed forth from the long series of| beautiful apartment I ever beheld. The graceful arching 


stained windows: it played flickering about in all direc. 
tions, on pavement and on roof, casting over every object 
myriads of glowing mellow shadows ever in undulating 
motion, like the reflection of branches swayed to and fro 
by the breeze. We al! partook of these gorgeous tints— 
the white monastic garments of my conductors seemed, 
as it were, embroidered with the brightest flowers of para. 
dise, and our whole procession kept advancing invested 
with celestial colours. 

Mass began as svon as the high prelatic powers had 
taken their stations. It was celebrated with no particular 
pomp, no glittering splendour; but the countenance and 
gestures of the officiating priests were characterised by a 
profound religious awe. ‘The voices of the monks, clear 
but deep-toned, rose pealing through vast and echoing 
spaces. The chant was grave and simple—its austerity 
mitigated in some parts by the treble of very young 
choristers. These sweet and innocent sounds found 
their way to my heart—they recalled to my memory.eur 
own beautiful cathedral service, and—I wept! My coms 
panions, too, appeared unusually affected ; their thoughts 


of the roof, unsupported by console or column, is une- 
qualled ; it seems suspended by magic; indeed, human 
means failed twice in constructing this bold unembar- 
rassed space. Perseverance, and the animated encourage- 
ment of the sovereign founder, at length conquered every 
difficulty, and the work remains to this hour-secure and 
perfect. 

This stately hall, though appropriated to the official 
resort of the living, is also a conseerated abode of the 
dead. Ona raised platform in the centre, covered with 
rich palls, are placed the tombs of Alfonso the Fifth, and 
his grandson, a gallant blooming ro torn from life, 
and his newly married consort, the Infanta of Castile, 
and its fairest flower, at the early age of seventeen: with 
him expired the best hopes of Portugal, and of his father, 
the great John the Second. 

My conductors, a great deal less affected than myself, 
would not allow me even one it to ruminate and 





moralise upon vicissitudes and bereavements—they quite 
urged me along ; and, to aid their active intentions, a tide 
of monks, sacristans, novices, seminarists, and the Lord 





knows who beside, appeared all of a sudden flowing forth 
from every cell and cloister: they had been alt Te- 
gated, it seems, to do us honour and bid us adieu. he 
prior, with his hands crossed on his breast, made me a 
low obeisance, and then opening his arms, gave me a 


-cordial embrace. 


Our army of attendants, mules, horses, and carriages, 
were all in waiting, ready drawn up at the same portal 
by which we had entered the night before. A grand 
interchange of salutations having taken place, we depart- 
ed, the fatal voice, I verily believe, sounding in the ears 
of most of us-—it certainly did in mine. 

To dissipate impressions which hung heavily upon 
me, I asked permission of my illustrious companions to 
mount my horse, and to leave them to the ease and com- 
fort of their capacious chaise; they of course returning 
by Aljubarota, and I by a short cut, over some of the 
wildest be-pined, and be-rosemaryed, and be-lavendered 
country I ever met with. Franchi, who was perfectly 
well acquainted with this wilderness, steered my course 
through all its mazes and straggling paths of sand and 
turf, alternately bordered by the gum-cistus in full flaring 
flower, so strongly scented as almost to command me.to 
go to sleep. 

Dr. Ehrhart had taken his departure several hours be- 
fore, charged with the important mission of conveying 
my culinary artist, the incomparable Monsieur Simon, to 
the longing arms of my lord high almoner; and, above 
all, by a vehement impulse to visit the infirmary of the 
convent, which he had been told contained an unusual 
number of patients, many of whom were afflicted with 
unusual disorders. This was attraction for him in an 
irresistible shape,-and he most gladly left Batalha, and 
all its historical glories, (tombs, altars, and chapels, 
finished or unfinished,) to enjoy it, 

I cannot describe in too glowing colours the increased 
jubilation with which [ had the glory of being received 
by my lord abbot upon my return; for not only did he 
pass the threshold of his majestic portals to bid me:wel- 
come, but his principal confidant and factotum, the sub- 
prior, (whose strongly marked features were quite in the 
style of some of the finest studies of Masaccio,) assisted 
me to dismount, and condescendingly beld my stir- 
rup. From all these redoubled attentions I plainly per- 
ceived that the wind had changed in my favour several 
points since yesterday: and what do you think had pro- 
duced this agreeable alteration?—the omelette a la pro. 
vencale. 

“Oh, my dear, most excellent stranger !"—(my name 
for the time being had totally escaped him,) exclaimed 
his right reverence, “ what a treasure you possess in that 
admirable artist—O grande Simao! he has had the kind. 
ness to cast a new light over my stoves—he is liberality 
itself; for, instead of locking up his knowledge, he has 
diffused it throughout my whole kitchen, Here”--con. 
tinued he, pulling out some scrawls which Franchi had 
translated from the original French into very aboriginal 
Portuguese-—“ Here are receipts, with marginal notes 
and illustrations, I mean to preserve, as carefully as I 
would a string of pearls, till my last hour. But, is it 
true, is it possible, you ean be meditating to leave us so 
soon? Some bird of evil note whispered in my ear that 

ou were determined to leave us to-morrow morning. 

t me conjure you not to think of it: one day more, at 
least, do I pray and beseech you to bestow on us. My 
revered lords, the Priors of Aviz and St. Vincent’s, have 
consented to comply with my request, subject to your 
approval—oh do not refuse them and me!” 

“ Whatever your right reverence and my illustrious 
friends so earnestly desire cannot mect on my part with 
the slightest impediment,” answered I with a reverential 
obeisance. 

“Now then,” rejoined the prior, clapping his hands in 
ecstacy, “ we shall have that famous dish the admirable 
Simon promised me—a macedoine, worthy of Alexander 
the Great; most happy, most grateful do I feel myself. 
But lime is on the wing—let us profit whilst we can. I 
see you wish to refresh yourself by a change of dress in 
your own apartment ; be it so-—but don’t be long ; dinner 
shall be on table the moment you are ready; and you 
know, good becomes bad, in the case of dishes at least, 
if we wait a second beyond the auspicious time.” 

Such logic was irresistible; I made all the haste re. 
quired, and we sat down, I can truly say, to one of the 
most delicious banquets ever vouchsafed a mortal on this 
side Muhomet’s paradise. The macedoine was perfection, 
the ortolans and quails lumps of celestial fatness, and the 
sautés and bechamels beyond praise; and a certain truf- 
fle cream so exquisite, that my lord abbot forestalled the 
usual grace at the termination of repasts, most piously 
to give thanks for it. 


(To be continued.) 
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EDITOR’S TABLE. 

Dr. Bird’s new novel, the Hawks of Hawk 
Hollow, is anxiously looked for; we learn that 
it is rapidly passing through the press. 

Diary of a Blasé.—Several correspondents 
wish to know the meaning of Blasé, the term 
Captain Marryat has affixed to his new journal, 
the whole of which yet published was contained 
in the last “ Waldie’s Port Folio ;”’ to be brief, 
it means “a used up man;” an exhausted mind, 
whether from strong mental excitement, or from 
drink ; the former, we presume, is the meaning 
designed to be attached to it. In the Port Fo- 
lio, we are now also republishing the account of 
American Literature, written for the London 
Atheneum, by the Rev. Timothy Flint ; ‘this 
same Port Folio, albeit the copies of which are 
becoming scarce, will be fourd a very pleasant 
* Companion”’ for the winter fireside of the do- 
mestic circle, for whose especia] arnusement and 
instruction it is designed. 

The contents of the thirty-filh number of the 
American Quarterly Review are complete, and 
the number will soon be issued. The titles of 
the principal articles are—Ist, Philip Van Ar- 
tevelde ; 2d, India; 3d, Audubon’s Ornithology; 
4th, Constantinople and its Environs ; 5th, Do- 
cumentary History of the American Revolution; 
6th, National Defence; 7th, The Spanish Inqui- 
sition ; Sth, Egyptian Mummies ; 9th, Visit of 
Reed and Matheson to the American Churches; 
10th, Matthias and his Impostures. 

Messrs. Carey, Lea & Co. have received and 
will shortly publish the third part of the Crayon 
Miscellany, containing Legends of the Conquest 
of Spain. 

Lamartine’s Pilgrimage to the Holy Land.— 
This extraordinary and ecchauting work, which 
has extorted the most unbounded praise from 
every quarter, we have determined to publish 
immediately in the Library, as by far the most 
remarkable of recent publications. The de- 
scriptions of Syria and Asia as they now are, 
are truly interesting and unique, and in a most 
poetical strain. ‘The writer, one of the most 
eminent poets of France, was accompanied to 
the coast of Syria by his wife, an only child, 
Julia, to whom he was devotedly attached, and 
a number of his friends; they sailed in a ship of 
his own, and from Bairout made excursions 
through the Holy Land, to Balbec, &c. Ma- 
dame de Lamartine, an intelligent Englishwo- 
man, adding parts of her journal; Julia, the 
beautiful and intelligent Julia, they had the in- 
expressible grief to lose, and with a touch of 
poetical, pathetic melancholy the remainder of 
the journal is filled. Afterwards they visited 
Constantinople, and were received there, as 
every where, into the highest society; M. de 
Lamartine gained access to parts of the seraglio 
where no Frank had ever set foot. It is, in 
short, a work to afford peculiar pleasure to the 
educated and intelligent, which we have great 
satisfaction in thus announcing to our numerous 
readers. 

Sir Walter Scoti’s Life-—The life of Sir 
Walter Scott we are now publishing, will be 
deemed the biography of the great Author of 
Waverley. So well have some of our publishers 
thought of it, they have put it to press in a large 
handsome octavo volume of 500 pages. If not 
concluded next week, it will occupy but a few 
pages of the ensuing number. Mr. Lockhart 
will scarcely produce so independent a narrative: 
he will not tell us, for instance, who was offend- 
ed by his father-in-law’s marriage, or that Lady 








Scott was seen reading a Waverley novel for 
the first time, many months after it was \pub- 
lished! Asa literary biography, we know few 
that are better written, and none more attractive. 

A third edition of the Bubbles from the Brun- 
nens of Nassau has been published in London. 
Ours remains the only American reprint of one 
of the most pleasing works of the day. 

New Books.—We have on our table the fol- 
lowing new books; want of sufficient space pre- 
vents us from noticing particularly their con- 
tents. 

Volume II. of Mrs. Sherwood’s works, con- 
taining the continuation of the Lady of the 
Manor, from the Harpers. 

Mephistophiles in England, or the Confes- 
sions of a Prime Minister. 2 vols. 12mo. From 
the press of Carey, Lea & Blanchard. 

Tales of the Peerage and Peasantry, edited 
by Lady Dacre, a novel, in two 12mo. volumes. 
From the Harpers. 

The Secret Counsels of the Society of Jesus, 
in Latin and English, and a Discourse on its 
authenticity, by Robert J. Brackenridge. From 
E. J. Coale & Co. Baltimore. 

Beckford’s Recollections.—This Journal will 
be doubled in size next week, in order to con- 
clude the delightful Recollections by the author 
of Vathek. 


— 


List of New Books published in London to the 
latest dates. 


The Garland, by Mrs. Sherwood, numerous plates. 
New Practical Formula of Hospitals, by Dr. M. Ryan, 
royal 32mo. Johnstone’s Treatise on Draining, Em- 
banking, &c., 25 plates. The Rural Muse ; Poems, by 
John Clare, 18mo. Second Report of the Commercial 
Relations between France and Great Britain, (Silks and 
Wines,) by John Bowring, folio. Stanly, a Tale of the 
15th Century, 3 vols. Theological Library, Vol. XIi.; 
Evan’s Scripture Biography, 2d series, 12mo. Mephis- 
tophiles in England, or the Confessions of a Prime 
Minister, 3 vols, Sir T. A. Raffles’ Memoirs, by his 
Widow, new edition, 2 vols. 8vo. Historical Sketch of 
the Art of Sculpture in Wood, by R. F. Williams, 8vo. 
Character of Lord Bacon, his Life and Works, by T. 
Martin, 12mo. Mudie’s British Naturalist, 2 vols. f.cap. 
8vo. Brief Remarks on the Doctrine and Disctpline of 
the Society of Friends, by J. J. Gurney, 12mo. Dr. 
James Clarke on Pulmonary Consumption, 8vo. Wo- 
man as she is, and as she should be, 2 vols. post 8vo. 
The Young Queen, a Tale, 3 vols. post 8vo. 


a eee 


New American Publications. 


Select Speeches of George Canning, with a Life, edit- 
ed by Robert Walsh. 1 vol. 8vo. Key & Biddle. 

Ship and Shore, or Leaves from the Journal of a 
Cruise to the Levant, by an Officer of the U. S. Navy, 
1 vol. New York: Leavitt, Lord & Co. 

Mephistophiles in England, or the Confessions of a 
Prime Minister. 2 vols. 12mo. Carey, Lea & Blan- 


chard, ' 
Tales of the Peerage and Peasantry, edited by Lady 
Dacre. 2 vols. 12mo. Harpers. 


Mrs. Sherwood’s Works, Vol II. ibid. 

The Rhode Islund Cottage, or a Gift for the Children 
of Sorrow. a narrative of facts by a Clergyman of the 
Protestant Episcopal Church. 1 vol. N. York: Swords, 
Stanford & Co. 

Memoir of the Early Life of William Cowper, written 
by himself, and never before published, from second Lon- 
don edition. 1 vol. New York: Taylor & Gould. 

Paley’s Mora! and Political Philosophy, as condensed 
by A. J. Valpy, A. M., to which are added Notes from 

pular authors, by Rich. W. Green. Philadelphia: U. 

unt. 
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REMITTANCES. 


Aug. 8,—F. L, Owen, Mobile, Ala. 

—— 14,—Jesse L. Bull, La Grange, Geo. 
—— 20,—Jos. Herbert, P. M. Connellsville Pa. 
— 24,—E. P. Wolle, Nazareth, Pa. 

—— 29,—Jesse Pago, P. M.. Warren, Me. 
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